30           THE TALE OF  BEOWULF

That he glories more mighty the middle-garth

over

Should hold under heaven than he himself held :
Art thou that Beowulf who won strife with

Breca

On the wide sea contending in swimming,
When ye two for pride's sake search'd out the

floods

And for a dolt's cry into deep water
Thrust both your life-days ?    No man the twain

of you,                                                          510

Lief or loth were he, might lay wyte to stay you
Your sorrowful journey, when on the sea row'd ye;
Then when the ocean-stream ye with your arms

deck'd,
Meted the mere-streets, there your hands bran-

dish'd!
O'er the Spearman ye glided; the sea with waves

welter'd,
The surge of the winter.    Ye twain in the waves'

might
For a seven nights swink'd.    He outdid thee in

swimming,
And the more was his might; but him in the

morn-tide
To   the   Heatho-Remes'   land   the   holm   bore

ashore,